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a ' s  p o e t r y - i t s  p o i n t  
t i m e - i s  i t s e l f  a  c e l -
h a n c i n g  a n d  w o r t h y  
1  a l l  p r o p h e t i c  v o i c e s ,  
t e n d e r n e s s ,  f i r e  w i t h  
: e .  I n  s u m ,  E s p a d a ' s  
d  s a w  t h a t  w e  h a v e  
m a k e s  n o t h i n g  h a p -
o s e  w o r k  e m b o d i e s  
a d e  b y  a n o t h e r  g r e a t  
l o  G a l e a n o ,  w h o  s a y s  
t r d  t o  t h i n k  t h a t  l i t -
~ w o r l d ,  i t  w o u l d  b e  
~ t h a t  t h e  w o r l d  c a n  
b y  M a r t i n  E s p a d a  
A  l a w y e r  b y  t r a i n i n g .  M a r t i n  E s p a d a  i s  c u r r e n t l y  P r o f e s s o r  o f  E n g l i s h  a t  t h e  U n i v e r s i t y  o f  M a s s a c h u s e t t s .  
A m h e r s t .  w h e r e  h e  t e a c h e s  c o u r s e s  o n  P a b l o  N e r u d a  a n d  o n  p o e t r y  o f  t h e  A m e r i c a s .  E s p a d a  h a s  a u t h o r e d  
s i x  v o l u m e s  o f  v e r s e  a n d  a  c o l l e c t i o n  o f  e s s a y s .  Z a p a t a ' s  D i s c i p l e .  H e  h a s  a l s o  e d i t e d  t w o  m a j o r  a n t h o l o g i e s  
o f  p o e t r y .  £ 1  C o r a :  A  C h a n t s  o r L a t i n o  a n d  L a t i n a  P o e t s ,  a n d  P o e t r y  L i k e  B r e a d :  P o e t s  o r t h e  P o l i t i c a l  I m a g i n a t i o n .  H i s  m o s t  
r e c e n t  b o o k  o f  p o e m s  i s  e n t i t l e d  A  M a y a n  A s t r o n o m e r  i n  H e l l ' s  K i t c h e n .  T h e  f i r s t  o f  t h e  t w o  p o e m s  r e p r i n t e d  
h e r e  i s  t a k e n  f r o m  t h i s  c o l l e c t i o n .  T h e  s e c o n d  i s  t h e  t i t l e - p o e m  o f  E s p a d a ' s  r g g 6  b o o k  I m a g i n e  t h e  A n g e l s  o f  
B r e a d .  W e  t h a n k  P r o f e s s o r  E s p a d a  f o r  p e r m i s s i o n  t o  r e p r i n t  t h e s e  p o e m s .  
A u t h o r ' s  N o t e :  M u m i a  A b u - J a m a l  i s  a  r a d i c a l  
A f r i c a n - A m e r i c a n  j o u r n a l i s t  o n  d e a t h  r o w ,  
c o n v i c t e d  i n  t h e  1 9 8 1  s l a y i n g  o f  a  p o l i c e  o f f i c e r  
i n  P h i l a d e l p h i a - u n d e r  e x t r e m e l y  d u b i o u s  
c i r c u m s t a n c e s .  T h e r e  i s  a  m o v e m e n t  t o  w i n  h i m  
a  n e w  t r i a l .  
I n  A p r i l  1 9 9 7 ,  N P R ' s  A l l  T h i n g s  C o n s i d e r e d  
f i r s t  c o m m i s s i o n e d ,  t h e n  r e f u s e d  t o  a i r ,  t h e  
f o l l o w i n g  p o e m ,  d u e  t o  i t s  s u b j e c t  m a t t e r  a n d  
p o l i t i c a l  s y m p a t h i e s .  
A n o t h e r  N a m e l e s s  P r o s t i t u t e  S a y s  t h e  
M a n  i s  I n n o c e n t  
- f o r  M u m i a  A b u j a m a l  
P h i l a d e l p h i a ,  P e n n s y l v a n i a / C a m d e n ,  N e w  J e r s e y ,  A p r i l  1 9 9 7  
T h e  b o a r d - b l i n d e d  w i n d o w s  k n e w  w h a t  h a p p e n e d ;  
t h e  p a v e m e n t  s l e e p e r s  o f  P h i l a d e l p h i a ,  g r o a n i n g  
i n  t h e i r  g h o s t - i n f e s t e d  s l e e p ,  k n e w  w h a t  h a p p e n e d ;  
e v e r y  B l a c k  m a n  b l e s s e d  
w i t h  t h e  g a s h e d  e y e b r o w  o f  n i g h t s t i c k s  
k n e w  w h a t  h a p p e n e d ;  
e v e n  W a l t  W h i t m a n  k n e w  w h a t  h a p p e n e d ,  
p o e t  a  c e n t u r y  d e a d ,  k e e p i n g  v i g i l  
f r o m  t h e  t o m b  o n  t h e  o t h e r  s i d e  o f  t h e  b r i d g e .  
M o r e  t h a n  f i f t e e n  y e a r s  a g o ,  
t h e  c a t a r a c t  s t a r e  o f  t h e  c r u i s e r ' s  h e a d l i g h t s ,  
t h e  i m p o s s i b l e  a n g l e  o f  t h e  b u l l e t ,  
t h e  t r i b u t a r i e s  a n d  l a k e s  o f  b l o o d ,  
O f f i c e r  F a u l k n e r  d e a d ,  s u s p e c t  M u m i a  s h o t  i n  t h e  c h e s t ,  
t h e  w i t n e s s e s  w h o  s a w  a  g u n m a n  
r u n n i n g  a w a y ,  h i s  h e a r t  a n d  f e e t  t h u d d i n g .  
\ z g  
Martin Espada 
The nameless prostitutes know, 
hunched at the curb, their bare legs chilled. 
Their faces squinted to see that night, 
rouged with fading bruises. Now the faces fade. 
Perhaps an eyewitness putrifies eyes open in a bed of soil, or floats in 
the warm gulf stream of her addiction, 
or hides from the fanged whispers of the police 
in the tomb of Walt Whitman, 
where the granite door is open 
and fugitive slaves may rest. 
Mumia: the Panther beret, the thinking dreadlocks, 
dissident words that swarmed the microphone like a hive, 
sharing meals with people named Africa, 
calling out their names even after the police bombardment 
that charred their Black bodies. 
So the governor has signed the death warrant. 
The executioner's needle would flush the poison 
down into Mumia's writing hand 
so the fingers curl like a burned spider; 
his calm questioning mouth would grow numb, 
and everywhere radios sputter to silence, in his memory. 
The veiled prostitutes are gone, 
gone to the segregated balcony of whores. 
But the newspaper reports that another nameless prostitute 
says the man is innocent, that she will testify at the next hearing. 
Beyond the courthouse, a multitude of witnesses chants, prays, shouts 
for his prison to collapse, a shack in a hurricane. 
Mumia, if the last nameless prostitute 
becomes an unraveling turban of steam, 
if the judges'robes become clouds of ink 
swirling like octopus deception, 
if the shroud becomes your Amish quilt, 
if your dreadlocks are snipped during autopsy, 
then drift above the ruined RCA factory 
that once birthed radios 
to the tomb of Walt Whitman, 
where the granite door is open 
and fugitive slaves may rest. 
Imagine the J 
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